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But why do I the Soul and Sense divide?
When Sense is but a power which she extends,
Which, being in divers parts diversified,
The divers forms of objects apprehends?

This power spreads outward, but the root doth grow
In the inward Soul which only doth perceive;
For the eyes and ears no more their objects know
Than glasses know what faces they receive.

For if we chance to fix our thoughts elsewhere,
Although our eyes be ope we cannot sec,
And if one power did not both see and hear,
Our sights and sounds would always double be.

Then is the Soul a nature which contains
The power of Sense within a greater power,
Which doth employ and use the Senses' pains,
But sits and rules within her private bower.

That the Soulsprings not from the blend oftht Body's Humours

IF she doth then the subtle Sense excel,

How gross are they that drown her in the blood,

Or in the body's humours tempered well,

As if in them such high perfection stood I

As if most skill in that musician were,
Which had the best and best-tuned instrument I
As if the pencil neat and colours clear
Had power to make the painter excellent 1

Why doth not beauty then refine the wit,
And good complexion rectify the will?
Why doth not health bring wisdom still with it?
Why doth not sickness make men brutish still?

Who can, in memory, or wit or* will,
Or air or fire or earth or water find?
What alchemist can draw, with all his skill,
The quintessence of these out of the mind?